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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This very fmall Colledion of Original Hymns is 
intended to be fupplementary to thofe which are 
commonly ufed in churches, and, therefore, only 
comprifes what they ordinarily do not. 

It fupplies — moft inadequately the Contribu- 
tors and Editor are aware — 

(a,) Special Hymns for fome of the Feftivals 
of New Teftament Saints. 

(^.) Special flanzas to be introduced into 
General Hymns for all the reft of this Clafs who 
are commemorated in our Calendar. 

(r.) Hymns for all the events connefted with 
the Evangelical hiftory which the Prayer Book 
notices. 

(d,) Special Hymns for the principal Black 
Letter Saints commemorated. 

{e.) General Hymns for two claiTcs of thefe 
Saints — the Royal and the Monaftic Saints. 

(/.) An Advent H^mxi m ^ twix^ *lO«.\sccv 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



metre than what thofe Hymns are ufually written 
in has been attempted, and alfo Hymns for Ember 
Days and the Firft Vefpers of the greater 
Feftivals^ for Shrove Tuefday^ and for the laft 
Sunday of the Chriftian Year. 

Should the Hymns be found in any way to 
give more of reality and richnefs to our Daily 
Office, it will be matter of humble congratula- 
tion to thofe concerned in their produdlion. 



HYMNS. 



I. Advent. 

'Ti8 good, O Jbsu, that alone with Thee 

Thy fervants in this folemn hour fhould be. 

Alone on thofe dread verities to think. 

In fight of which our finful fpirits fink. 

Death and the Judgment — Hell, the holy Heaven, 

To meditate on thefe to us be given ; 

Shun we the haunts of men — the feftive tone. 

Reft we with Thee, O Lord, alone, alone. 

For death is coming — ^firft of thofe laft things 
To which we hafte, borne on time's rapid wings. 
Death with its fears, its weaknefs, and its pain. 
With Satan's laft attempt our foul to gain ; 
The thirft, the dark temptation to defpair. 
The dim bewilderment, the fidtering prayer : 
Oh, keep us in the hour of death Thine own. 
When we, with Thee, fhall be alone, alone. 

And after death the Judgment ! Holy Lord, 
Left haply unto us the day be ftored 
With vengeance, let us now, on bended kneev 
Mufe on that dread, tliax dtt^<i tta^W] — 



6 FIRST VESPERS OF EASTER 

The great White Throne, th' accufers manifold. 
The Book whence thoughts, and words, and 

deeds, are told ; 
When we with naught to plead, none to atone. 
Shall ftand before our Judge, alone, alone. 

Hell — fcarce we brook to fyllable that name. 
What if our endlefs portion be its flame ! 
Oh ! bid us view it now, with weeping eyes. 
The quenchlefs fire, the worm that never dies ; 
The groans, the mocking laughter, clanking chains. 
Eternity of never-ceafing pains ; 
Caft out from God, there joy and hope are none« 
In midft of devils, yet alone, alone. 

And laftly Heaven — oh ! how our hearts do 

burn. 
Until the Sun of Righteoufnefs return ! 
Mufing on Heaven, we watch, and hope, and 

pray. 
Until the dawning of that blefled Day — 
That bright eternal Day, which hath no night : 
Thou its unfading Joy, its cloudlefs Light, 
Dwelling with Father and with Holy Ghost, 
The Crown and Prize of Thy Redeemed Hoft. 

Amen. 

2. Firji Vefpers of Eafter and other 
Great Feftivals. 

At Eventide was Light ! 

When God creation framed. 
The Day, in ordered courfe. 

He Eve and Morning named. 



AND OTHER GREAT FESTIVALS. 

At Eventide is Light ! 

Still in her holy rounds 
Evening and Morn the Church 

In one fair Feafl hath bound. 

At Eventide is Light ! 

With gladnefs all things fhine ; 
We raife our fongs of joy. 

We deck our altar-ihrine. 

At Eventide is Light I 

Yet watch we lamp in. hand. 
And, waiting for our God, 

Within His Houfe we Hand ! 

At Eventide is Light ! 

By Faith, by Hope, wc fee 
Confummated, e'en now. 

To-morrow's myftery. 

At Eventide be Light, 

When we our work have done ! 
Then look we for the Morn, 

That Morn without a fun. 

When Christ (hall lighten all 
In Heaven's Eternal Home. 

Oh come that blefled Morn, 
E'en fo. Lord Jesu, come. Amen. 



8 I^IRST VESPERS OF EASTER 

3-* 

S. Andrew. 

And now the Saint by whofe dread pabs 
The Crofs a form unheard of gains — 
Saint Andrew praife^ who firft by true 
Unerring faith Messiah knew. 

And followed : then» his Lord being gone. 
To Scythia's wilds he hailed on. 
In Greece he died, on Patras' (brand. 
The honoared Patron of each land. 

S. Thomas. 

Th* Apoftie of the Indies, fain 
With one accord we land again. 
Who ^thlefs once, his faith did prove. 
By wondrous deeds of wondrous love. 

S. Matthias. 

Restoring the loft traitor's throne 
To-day the work that fin had done 
The orphan Church would &in efiacc— 
Thus figuring that ftintlefs grace. 

Which ever with unceafing flow 
Shall fertilize the Church below. 
By Apoftolic hands fupplied — 
To heaven itielf the certain guide. 

*^ To be Introduced in the Hymn, << The eternal gifts 
of Christ the King,** before the laft ftanza for the FefK- 
vals of SS. Andrew, Thomas, Matthias, Barnabas, Pfeteri 
Jamea, Butbolomew, Simon and Jttde. 



AND OTHER GREAT FBSTIVALS. 

S. Barnabas. 

Not of the Twelve, Apoftle ftill. 
We laud one call'd of God's own will. 
In whom the comforts we may fee 
Of Holy Church's miniftry, 

Whofe province ftill 'tis to outpour 
Of oil and wine a plenteous ftore. 
For fouls worn down by fin and ftrife. 
And raife the dead to endlefs life, 

S. Peier. 

And foremoft of that glorious band 
Was he who from Gennazeret's ftrand. 
Led on by brother's loving call, 
Messiah hailed, true Lord of all. 

He firft received heaven's myftic keys. 
By which both Jew and Greek he frees 
From Satan's bondage, and brings home 
The iheep who long had loved to roam. 

S. Jame$. 

In labours brief, full much he wrought. 
The holy James, the firft who fought 
The cruel world, and thereby won 
The earlieft crown from God's dear Son. 

S. Bartholomew. 

No crofs no crown, 'tis truly faid. 
Then brighteft chaplet for bis head. 
Who dared endure the flayer's knifet 
And won thereby fittrnaX lHt% 



lO S. JOHN THE EVANGELIST. 



SS. Simon and Jude. 

Another Two this day we laud 
In folemn ftrains of fweet accord^ 
In whom true xeal refplendent ihone^ 
Kinfmen of Christ^ in fpirit one. 



S, John the Evangeliji. 

Of all the twelve Thou calledft 

To follow Thee on earthy 
To whom, O Lord, Thou gaveft 

The new and better birth ; 
What lot to his was equal. 

Who praifed is to-day. 
Who at the Pafchal Supper 

In Jesv's bofom lay. 

His Mailer's will he learned 

More deeply than the reft. 
The Church has ever ftyled him, 

Theologus the bleft. 
On eagle's wings he foared. 

The heavenly courts within, 
*Twas his the myftic vifions 

In Patmos' Ifle to win. 

The martyr's pain he tailed. 
But not the martyr's death ; 

For God would have him linger. 
That with his lateft breath 



S. MATTHBW. U 

The Faithful he might ftrengthen. 

And write that deepeft lore, 
Thofe facramental fayings. 

Which live for evermore. 

The Mount of Contemplation, 

The watch at Calvary, 
The torture and the exile. 

Oh how they purify ! 

Then praife we God Who keepeth 

By grace fome pure and true. 
From youth to age's limit. 

His higheft work to do. Amen. 

5. S. Matthew.'' 

Apostle and Evangelift, 

Saint Matthew, now we own. 

Who by his deeds has merited 
The martyr's glorious crown. 

How little could he have forefcen. 

In leaving earthly gain. 
The work he had for Christ to do. 

The blifs he fhould attain. 

6. Shrove Tue/day. 

A Fast before a Feaft, 

The Church is wont to call. 
But now before our Lent, 

We keep a Carnival. 

' To be infcrtcd before the Doxology of an?j ^sossasaso^ 
metre Hymn for the Apoftka. 
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8H1L0VE TVBSDA*' 



Not that we|n^g*^" 
^thaS to abide 

The filcnt days ^^^ 

The PcB«-5Sn8^ng gloom. 

^^ need it all I 

^fct'f^'Xforro^Vag heart, 

wl feekthe defert-pUcc 
Tfrneditate apart, 

f reelv take 

T^^'^^rSca'^b^tnd. 
OfaJ^^;^adernef* 
A furer gpod may 

. fnrth Will go. 

Weeping ^%^'fced to bear. 

Grant us g^f A^^cft comes. 
That. .^hentl« our care. 

Praifemayre j^.^^^ 

Then blcfs ourm ^ p^ 
To Whom m Feai 

Pure homagp ^e « ^^ 



S. GEORGE. 13 



S. George. 

Loud in exultation 

England's Tons to-day^ 
Fain to England's patron 

Praife and honour pay. 
Praifing him they render 

Worfhip to his Lord« 
Whence alone all virtue 

On His Saints is pour'd. 

Sing we of his courage ! 

When his Mailer's Name, 
Evil men were loading 

With contempt and fhame, 
Dauntlefs he the Royal 

Edi£l flung afide, 
Fearlefs e'en of dying. 

As his Lord had died. 

Sing we how believing. 

At Apollo's ftirine 
He, his Lord confeiling. 

Made the holy fign ! 
Bade depart the demon 

Who the idol filled ; 
And the ihattered image 

Showed his word fulfilled. 

Sing we his endurance ! 

Firm he bore his pain 
Glad by Martyr's torment 

Martyr's crovrn to ^xl\ 



14 S. MARK. 

Thankful that his Captain 

Gave to him a draught 
Of that cup of forrows 

Which He once had quafied. 

Wide his fame refounded ; 

Him — the lordlicft knight» 
Him — the loweft foldier 

Called on in the fight. 
" Good S. George for England," 

Was our battle cry : 
«' Good S. George for England," 

Brought us vidory. 

'Neath the red-crofs banner 

Of the foldier-faint. 
Who can fail or falter. 

And what heart can faint ? 
While it floats o'er England 

Calm be her repofe. 
Only be ihe faithful, 

God fhall quell her foes. Amen. 

8. S. Mark. 

In faith Saint Mark goes forth to found 
A Patriarchate on that ground. 
Which once God's children did receive. 
Then caft them forth they might not live. 

But foon again with venom fill'd 
The feed of God's own Word fhe kill'd. 
Or choked with deadly herefy — 
Egypt, a curfe mufl reft on thee ! 



SS. PHILIP AND JAMES. 1 5 

Yet double honour thou didft have. 

More than one Church could juftly crave — 

A Gofpel and a Liturgy 

Thy great Apoftle gave to thee. 

How art thou fallen^ rife, repent^ 
Do thy firft works, ere grace is fpent : 
The lion is thine emblem, fee. 
Thou fhake off thine apoHafy. 

To God be praifc. Who grants fuccefs 

To what we do, or barrennefs. 

But labour yet of each demands 

As though all refted in our hands. Amen. 

SS. Philip and James. 

The Church and world for once 

In happy union meet ; 
Lift to their joint refponfe ! 
Lift to their concord fweet ! 
To God they raife 
For bleffings given. 
For grace from heaven, 
A fong of praife. 

Ye faithful, honour bear. 

Where honour is moft due. 
An apoftolic pair . 

Behold, of greatnefs true. 
Not kin by birth. 

To Christ they cleave. 
For Him they leave 
Their homes on earth. 



1" T To " 

¥?5:r*cU Ihrinc. 

James rules 0|cCh«^^l^s, 

^ Whae Pl'"*^ bravely come. 
To CHMST^^d S~^ taftes : 

To part no ®°'^- 

7^ tWs day f«rvey» 
The «""•'» *1^ , »orEeo«' "*** 
Earth i«^^".^Sfpraife.) ^ 
(To Goo b«/^^ bioffom drcft- 
^ With leaf atjd Wo»° v^ ^orc 
^*%c Ci«r.& «»« ^i count. 
Her wealth w 
A rich aiaotrnt, 
God's endlefs ftore. 

And ^'^ ^nln^f fc«"'^**'-1hed 
Triumphan«y ^ ^^^ fced. 

The Saints »1^^^ ^ ^^, 
^ntn--;r:hlte. 

gS^V.r^-^'t' 
GoD^chiefe&^^*" 



8. AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 1 7 

To GoD> ye flowers, then pay 
Your tribute meet and due. 
Bring forth this holy day 
Rare perfume, brilliant hue. 
With tuneful voice 
Your filent fong 
E'er to prolong 
Shall man rejoice. Amen. 



10. S. Augujiine of Canterbury. 

'TwAS Thou, O Lord, Who gav'ft the Word, 
That Word that pierceth as a fword. 
And great the company 

Of zealous men prepared to give 
Their lives and all, that they might live 
Who here in death did lie. 

'Twas one in far Italians ftrand. 
Led, Lord, by Thy preventing hand. 
The Holy Gregory, 

Who grudging that 'neath form fo fair. 
Should lurk the demon of defpair. 
Sent forth that Company. 

They came the captive to fet iKt 

From worfe than earthly flavcry. 

To preach a blefled peace — 

The eyes to ope, the tongue untie. 
The darkened heart to purify. 

To preach the Lord's i^\&^^<&« 

c 



'l8 . 8. LUKE, 

Auguftine's fpirit, Lord» rcftore. 
As rears its front his Fane^ once more. 
Let England be again 

The Iflc of Saints, whence to all coafls 
Shall iiTue mi£ionary holls. 

Loving the fouls of men. Amen. 

II. S. Luke. 

The thoughts that filled the mind of Luke 
When gainful fcience he forfook. 
Among the Seventy forth to bear 
The meflage of Christ's loving care. 

Have grateful hearts alTayed to guefs 
In weighing what his words exprefs — 
To trace the tokens of the man. 
While Infpiration's page they fcan. 

And this the burthen. In his eyes 
Stands Jesus forth, fin's Sacrifice, 
By ox prefigured myflical, 
Intenfely prefent, filling all. 

Here firft we fee the Temple rite 
Devoutly oflicr'd : but no fight 
Sin's yearning here to fatisfy. 
For that One, God and Man, muft die. 

Thofe Parables, how fweet they found. 
Save in this Gofpel nowhere found. 
Which teftify in words fo rare 
A Father's love, an owner's care. 

^ S. Auguftine^s Abbey at Canterbory has been reftored 
as a MiBionzry College. 



THE, HOLY C^tOSS. 1 9 

Then meetly, Luke, to thee was given 
Again to ope the inner heaven. 
And in " the Spirit's^ Gofpel" ihow 
Christ's work above for men below. 

Now praife the Lord, Who faith rewards. 
And bleilings meet to all accords : 
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
In concert with the Heavenly Hoft. Amen. 

12. The Holy Crqfs. 

*MiD the bitter waters Mofes 

Faithful calls the fweetening tree ; 

Ifaac rears Moriah's altar, 
Th* offering himfelf to be; 

Ifrael by the ferpents bitten 
On the wood their healing fee. 

David's^ Son has made his chariot : 

Coftly woods its frame fupply. 
Gold the floor, while lilver pillars 

Bear its purple Canopy- 
Signs of love that Jesus lifted 

Through the Crofs up to the iky ! 

O Jerufalem that crowneft 

Noblefl fons with bittereft fcorn ! 

Couldil thou weave for thy Redeemer 
Only wreath of torturing thorn, 

1 The A6h of the Apoftles were called by the Fathers 
" the Gofpel of the Spirit," becaufe they relate His a^ons 
in the Church. 

3 Solomon^s chariot (Cant. iv. 9) is reckoned axsN»i<ft% 
the types of the Crois. 



20 S. ALBAN. 

In the day of His efpoufals^ 
On that lail and faddeft morn ? 

But when He His Spirit yielded. 
See from forth His pierced Side 

Come, (as Eve of old from Adam,) 
Holy Church, His fpotleft Bride;— 

On the Crofs her life beginning. 
Grant her ftill there to abide* 

Bind us to it. Holy Jesu ! 

Let us ever hold it faft. 
Cling to it in fin and forrow ; 

And when life is well nigh pafl. 
Stretched upon its bofom, float us 

O'er death's flream to Thee at laft — 

Unto Thee, where high exalted. 
Thou, our worfhip evermore, 

Standefl ; while the white-robed elders 
With the angel hofls adore. 

And to Thee, with God the Father, 
And the Spirit, praifes pour. Amen. 



13. S. Alban. 

We hail, renowned Alban, 

With joy thy feftal day ; 
For thou to England's children 

Haft oped a blefled day. 
Firft of her fons to enter 

By dint of mortal ftrife 
Within the glorious portals 

Of everlafting life ; 



S. ALB AN. 21 

The firft to win the palm-branch. 

The firil to learn the fong. 
That glad new fong, which only 

May chant the martyr throng ; 
The firfl upon whofe forehead 

Hath Angel-hand impreft 
God's everlafting fignet. 

The emblem of the bleft. 

Nor marvel we to fee him. 

With fuch a world in light. 
Go down to death's dark river. 

With joy and rapture bright : 
Scarce marvel we that fmiling. 

Beneath the flream he Tank, 
For heaven's light was fhining 

Upon its farther bank. 

And on the blood-tracked pathway 

Where the young athlete led. 
How many eager fpirits 

Have preiTed and thronged to tread ! 
Till " Ifle of Saints" was England, 

And ilill her deareft boaft 
Is in her white-robed army. 

Her glorious martyr-hoft. 

What though we be not called 

To die as Alban died. 
Yet grant us. Holy Jesus, 

As Thou waft crucified. 
In life and death to bear us 

As foldiers of the crofs. 
And count life's cherifhed ^ka^Nxxt^ 

Moft cherifhed in tYvsAx \o^^% Kxsv«^^* 



22 S. THOMAS THE MARTYR. 



14. S. Thomas the Martyr. 

Hail the love and power amazing 
Of the Incarnate Living Word ! 

Year by year the fong upraifing 
Join we all with one accord. 

Holy Saints and Martyrs praifing. 

Who have died for Christ their Lord. 

Sing we how for naught efteeming 
Tyrant's rage, a prelate dies. 

How the murderer's weapon gleaming 
Altar's fandity defies. 

How the Martyr's life blood ftreaming 
Mingled with the Sacrifice. 

Year by year our joyful flories 
In the Holy Church be told, 
'. How he died a Martyr glorious. 
Prelate wife, confefTor bold : 

How he reigns in heaven vi£lorious. 
Robed in white with crown of gold. 

To the' Lord of all creation 
In whofe love the martyrs reft. 

To the God of our Salvation, 

Whom their dying breath confefled. 

Honour, praife, and adoration. 
Father, Son, and Spirit bleft. Amen. 



.8. MARY MAGDALENE. 2^ 

15. S. Mary Magdalene. 

Love and death have wreftled fierc^ly^ 

But to-day we raife on high 
Heavenly fong of glad thankfgiving. 

Love hath triumphed gloriouily. 

Love hath bowed in deepeft anguifh^ 
Head which once uplifted high 

Sought for neither (hrift nor blefling. 
And hath triumphed glorioufly. 

See from Mary's eyes bent downward 
Tears are flowing plenteoufly ; 

See, they bathe the Feet of Jesus, 
Love hath triumphed glorioufly. 

See that hair, once decked fo richly^ 
Giv'n His facred Feet to dry ; 

See the coflly ointment poured. 
Love hath triumphed glorioufly. 

Love lays at His Feet moft humbly 

Broken heart, and bitter figh. 
All her treafures, all her pleafures. 

And hath triumphed glorioufly. 

Now He gently lifts the Allien, 
Looks on her with pitying eye. 

Love hath wrought a perfedl pardon. 
And hath triumphed glorioufly. 

Praife the Father, praife the Spirit, 
Praife the Son, Who, God Moft High, 

Came to feek and fave the helplefs. 

And hath triumpViodL ^^tycvowJ^^ • K\s«V' 



24 S. P£TfiR AD VINCULiU 



1 6. S. Peter ad Vincula^ or Lamr 

Day. 

Calm the faint's flumbcr-— 

O tyrant in vain> 
Guards in their number^ 

The dungeon^ the chain ! 
Gladly he weareth 

What Jesus hath worn. 
Thankful he beareth 

What Jesus hath borne. 

Vainly thou deemeft 

In pride of thy mighty 
That peril extremeft 

The Saints ihall aBTright. 
Thou who wouldfl fmite them 

With fword and with fpear. 
Know to requite them 

A Saviour is near. 

Strong fpells are working. 

The Church is at praj^r. 
Spirits are lurking 

Thou knoweft not where. 
See angels bringing 

Releafe to the prifon. 
Hear the Church finging 

From terror uprifen. 

His in the higheft 
Be glory and power» 



S. ANNE. 25 

Who ftill is nigheft 

In forrow's dark hour; 
Ever receiving, 

Bleft Three and bleft One, 
Prayers which believing 

We lift to His throne. Amen* 



17. S. Anne. 

Holy Anna, Judah's glory. 

Through the Church from Eaft to Weft, 
Every tongue proclaims thy ftory. 

Holy Mary's mother bleft. 

Saintly kings, and prieftly fires. 

Blended in thy facred line. 
Yet in honour all before thee 

Muft henceforth the palm reiign. 

Linked in bonds of pureft wedlock. 

Thine it was for us to bear 
Her whom bleiTed among women 

Herald Angpl did declare. 

Oh ! how pure thou did ft preferve her 
Through this dangerous wildemefs. 

Oh, with her may we be guarded 
Safe in peace and holinefs. 

Praifing Thee for all Thy goodnefs, 
014 and young, let all agree. 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, 
Now, as in etermty. K.tcwt.xi» 



26 CONCEPTION AND NATIVITY OF S* MARY* 

1 8. Conception and Nativity of S. Mary. 

Behold, (he comes, in filence dill 

The prophets' voices to fulfil. 
By all unmarked, by all unknown. 

Save Angel hods, who round Goo's throne 
Paufe in their fong as fain to know 

What marvel this they fee below. 

In wondering awe Heaven's choirs to-day 

Their wonted alleluias ftay — 
Then greet her well, ye faithful all. 

Let heart to heart refponfive call. 
The maiden who for you (hall be 

Shrine of th' Incarnate Deity. 

Let heart and voice together raiie 

Triumphant hymns of thankful prtife. 

This day before our eyes is wrought. 
With grace of healing richly fraught, 

A link in that bright chain of love 

Which knits loft man with heaven above. 

The Virgin comes, and foon (hall earth 

Behold a greater, holier birth ; 
When Angel-choirs, no longer mute, 

Defcending, (hall their God falute. 
And every land with joyful cry 

Chant " Glory be to God on High.'* 

Seed of the woman. Virgin- born. 
Who pitying our eflate forlorn, 

Didft come Thy people to fet free, 
AJJpnife, O Christ, is due to Thee: 



VISITATION OF S. MARY. 2'f 



Thee with the Fatheh we adore. 
And Holy Spirit evermore. 



Amen. 



1 9. Vijitation of S. Mary. 

Deep thoughts were in her breaft^ 

As o'er the defcrt wild 
The lonely Virgin prefTd 
Who bore the Holy Child : 
Andy fair as moon 
That rides the Iky, 
In majefty 
She pafleth on. 

Bearing her God (he goes. 

Oh, wonder paffing thought ! 
Who may the awe difclofe 
That in her fpirit wrought ? 
How filent fain 
With Him to meet 
In converfe fwect 
She would remain. 

But felf no place may win. 

Upborne on wings of love. 
Of virgins ever Queen, 
And Saint all Saints above. 
She goes to bear 
Her holy part. 
With other heart 
Her joy to Cmj^* 



28 HYMN FOR ROYAL SAINTS. 

Grant us, O Ever fileft. 

From Mary's part to learn. 
Not in earth's love to reft. 

Nor, proud, heaven's gifts to fpum. 
Our hearts keep free. 
And let them ftill. 
In good or ill. 
Be ftayed on Thee — 

On Thee and on Thy love. 

To Whom all praife be paid — 
By vidlor hofts above. 
By us for war arrayed ; — 
Till evermore 

With angel throng, 
Th' unceafing fong 
We gladly pour. Amen« 



20. Hymn for Royal Saints. 

Among the faints of God, 

Who bow before the throne 
And ihall with Christ the judgment (hare. 

Some royal ftate have known. 

Thrice bleft were thofe, the world 
Who fearing, freedom bought 

By hafting to the wildernefs. 
Or cloiftered refuge fought. 

But if a lower range 
OfhoUnefs thefe gained, 



HYMN FOR MONASTIC SAINTS. 29 

A fure reward will yet be theirs 
Who earthly crowns fuftained, 

God's honour cherifhing. 

And, fearing not to die^ 
Have ftriven for the truth, or met 

A people's tyranny. 

Such nurfing fathers. Lord, 

E'er to Thy Church fupply. 
Who ruling rightly in Thy fear 

May guard her unity. 

Who with thofe faithful ones. 

Whole mem'ries we revere. 
May win the crown of Heavenly blifs. 

And joy then without fear. Amen. 



2 1 . Hymn for Monaftic Saints. 

The Ten Commandments, Lord, for all 
A Rule of Life, a I^aw of Love, 

On ftone engraven once, but now 
On our hearts written from above. 

And cleaving (harp the fpirit through. 
Haft Thou ordained. Lord. Hereby 

The iimple learn the way of death 
To ihun, and judgment fatisfy. 

But lofty fouls Thou ftill doft call 
Perfection's harder path to try, 

A few — to whom 'tis given to live 
The life that angels live ou Kl%\\» 



30 BMBER DAYS. 

Oh joy of blefled Chaftity, 

Oh liberty of fouls that bow 
Beneath Obedience' fterneft yoke. 

Oh Poverty, how rich art thou ! 

We thank Thee, Holy Lord, to-day 
For one who by this fteep afcent 

To glory mounted, whofe bright name 
The Church with joy would now prefent. 

To noble fouls a guiding Star, 

To lead them to thofe regions pure. 

Where they, whom God hath called, begin 
The life which fhall in heaven endure. 

To Christ, Incarnate King of Saints, 
The Virgin-life in want Who led, 

Accomplilhing His Father's Will, 

Be glory in the Godhead paid. Amen. 

22. ' Ember Days. 

Before the Throne of God, 

The Church would faft e'en now : 

In humble prayer for Light 
She bids her children bow. 

Left hearts untrue ihould prefs 

Her fervice to profane. 
Whom Christ has never known. 

From pride, or greed of gain. 

The Priefts of the Moll High, 

A band of kingly race. 
From Christ the great High Pricft 

Unbroken lineage trace. 



SUNDAY NEXT BEFORE ADVENT. 3 I 

Born not of Fleih and Bloo4> 

Their mighty gifts they claim 
From Him Who once came down 

In Pentecoftal Flame* 

With awe the Church again 

Adds to that Sacred Line ; 
But firft by Prayer and Faft 

Implores ihe aid divine. 

The bands of fin to loofe, 

Th' impenitent to bind — 
The Blefling and the Ban 

Are to her Priefts configned. 

And flill from Heaven's high Throne 

They call to earthly fhrine 
The Lord and King of Life 

'Neath Sacramental fign. 

Then praife we God the Lord^ 
Such power who flill fhall give. 

In earthen vefTels held. 

Whereby our fouls may live. Amen. 



23. The Sunday next before Advent* 

Another year is well nigh gone. 
Stir up our hearts which oft like flone 
To heavenly grace a welcome chill 
Have rendered and do render flill — 
Lord, flir our hearts, we pray. 

The wafled moments of the pafl 
In life's brief glafs are ebbing £?.&> 



32 SUNDAY NEXT BEFORB ADVENT. 

*Tis little. Lord, that we have done. 
And yet e'en now declines our fun — 
Stir up our hearts, we pray. 

Fragments of good, contemplated; 
Fair refolutions, fruftrated, — 
A paltry ftore, — yet let them not 
In Thy dread reckoning be forgot — 
Stir up our hearts, we pray. 

Come, Holy Lord, our Righteoufnefs, 
Our fouls with love and power poScfs, 
And make them tender to receive 
That Word by which the foul fhall live— • 
Stir up our hearts, we pray. 

And then a worthier fong we'll raife. 
The harveft's Lord with joy to praife. 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Who praifed is by heavenly hoft — 

Lord, ftir our hearts, we pray. Amen 
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